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„ RURAL FELICITY, | 


N the mornas F-waik'd thro' the mead, 
And tread on the carpet of green, 
Wheu | view the ſweet flocks as they feed, 
What equals the beautiful ſcene, , 
Through the groves as I paſs'd withdelight, 
In view of yon ever green pine, 
What ſenſation I feel at the fight, 
Of a proſpect ſo rural and fine. 


F 


But now he's gone from me and lef: methus 


mourning, a T 

To quell the proud rebels for valiant is he, Fr 
And yet there's no hopes of his ſpeedy re- 

turning, | N 

To wander again on the banks of the Dee. . 

He's gone hapleſs youth o'er the loud roar-| 3 Li 

ing billows,” | [tellows, FF So 


The ſweeteſt and kindeſt of all his brave 
And has left me to mourn amongſt theſe | ; 


Hark the birds as they perch on the bough, 
With melody pleating the ear, 
See the hind from atar with his plough, 
Denoting the time of the year: ' 
As 1 ſtray d thro' the ring 
Encompaſs d by mountains fo igh, 
Oh! what charms do I find in the day, 
By the ſtreaius that run bubbling by. 
At the foot of yon ſycamore tree, | 
Sits the ſhepherd a tuning his reed, 
While his lambs ſkip about hin with play, 
His ſheep along fide of him feet. 
Oer yon beautiful lawn do I ſer 
The hare with timidity fly, 
How delightful's the muſic to me, | 
Of the echo of dogs in full cry. — 


vale, 


But what harmony's that which I hear, 


. 5 


Tis the bells from yon hb'ring hill, 
O bow pleafing's the Ar ny — _ 
By the fide of this murmuringrill, . le. 
No pleaſure to me is fo ſweet, 
As that which the country gives, 
Jam happy thank God at my cat, 
Where rural felicity Ives. 8 
2. The BANKS of the DEE. 
I T was ſummer io ſoitly the breezcs were 
flowiag, tree 
And ſweetly the nightingale ſung from a 
At the foot of a rock when the river was 

flowing, | | 

I fat myſelt down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on lovely Dee, flow on thou ſweet 
1 {me ever, 

Thy banks pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to 
Wen I £rft gain'd the affection and favour | 
LOSS: 5 14 455 | 


once lov. d willows, [Des. > 
The loneſome maid on the banks of the 


But time and my prayers perhaps yet reſtore V 

him, | x [ me, $ An 

Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to] WW. 

And when he comes home with ſuch care 80 

Tl watch o' er him, [ Dee. I 
He never ſhall quit the ſweet banks of the} \ 

The Dee then ſhall flow all its beauties diſ- An 
| laying, | . (playing, | He 
The lambs on the banks ſhall again be ſeen þ - ab 

Whilſt I with my Jemmy am carefully“ The 

þ- A Aging, Ts It hi 7 4 | 7 h D 1 * 
And taſting again all the ſweet of the Dee. For 


3. I wiſh the Wars were all Ser. 
D OWN in the meadow the violets fo blue, My 
There I faw pretty Polly milking her And 


o, E She 1 
The fong which ſhe ſung made all the geo: Did! 
4 [King, Pull! 
My Billy is gone and left me to ſerve the ¶ He n. 
And 1 with that the wars were all over. 
I Rept up to her and made her this reply, 
And faid my dear Pully what makes you to 


dear, 


; CT . 1 
My Billy is gone from me whom I love ſo | \\/ I 
The Americans will Kill him fo great is my . 
fear, And I with, ce? "I * 
I ſaid my deat Polly can you fancy me, |, 
I'll — you as * happy can be, 4 _ 
ON 


No, no fir, ſaid the, that never can be, 
Inet er hull be happy till my Billy Ifee. 


Ae glory and pride of the banks of the Dee. 


— 


„ 
2 


Standing ama: d ro hear what ſhe ſaid, F To 
The ſinall birds a inging on every green tteg We { [ 
The notes that ſhe ſung were wghtiagal Wh 
„T 

| How cke lark and the Iinnet warble thei = 
throats, I coy a 

e | = 


7" WM 


T now with my parents nn longer can ſtay, 
Bu to ſeek my Billy I'll haſte and away, 
Jo fee if my Billy will make me his wife, 
*Z Free for his ſake Iwill venture my life. 
And i wiſh, &c. 4 

Now to ſome taylor I'll hafte and away, 
To rig myſelfout in ſome young man's array, 
Like à bold fellow ſo neat and ſo trim, 


r 
2 do free for his ſake I'll go ſerve the King. 
ve I with, &c. | | 
le] | 4. Young Colin ſtole my heart away. 
ho | 7 3 H E fields were green the hills were gay, 
4 4 And birds were ſinging on each ſpray, 
re Young Colin met me in a grove, © 
ne, And told me tender tales of love, 
0 Was e er a ſwain ſo blythe as he, | 
are So kind, fo taithtul and ſo free. 1 
e. In ſpite of all my friends could ſay, 
= {4 Young Colin ſtole my heart away. 
And when he trips the mgadow along, 
7 He ſweetly joins che woodlark's ſong, | 
1 4 And when he dances on the green, "IJ 
There's none fo blythe as Collin ſeen, 


For when he's by I nothiag fear, | 
For I alone am atl his care. | 
. In ſpite, &c, 8 

My mother chides me that I roam, + 
And ſeems ſurpriz'd I quit my home, 
She wou'd not wonder why I rove, 


07. Did ſhe but know how much I love, |; 
ng, Full well L know the generous ſwain, 
the He ne'er will give my boſom pain. 

r. In ſpite, &c. r 

1 5. The ROSY DAWN, 

ear, ung by Mrs. WE IS RTEx, at Vauxhall. 
of W HEN primroſe ſweet bedecks the year, | 
my And ſportive lambkins play, 

"IV hen lillies in each vale appear, 
And mußt wakes the day; © 
ih joy I meet my ſhepherd ſwain, 

Come tripping ger the lawn, 
Men band in hand we range the plain, 
Is hiil the roſy dawn. | 
nes ell pleas'd I hear his artleſs tale, 
8 Wall rural ſcenes . N 

geneath the beech in yonder dale, | 
hei Hrs muſic charms the night. 
den en morn returns I meet my ſwan, 


Come tripping o'er the lawn; 


63) | 


by 


| And 1 will follow thee... 


i Now Davy did eac 


There plighted her his faith and truth, 
Anda bonny bride he made her, N 


Kite 


Paphos and the Cyprian Iſle, 
| Vitit Britons rocky ſhore, 
| Britonsto thy powers adore, 


— Dee — 


Then hand in hand e range the plain, 

To hail the roſy dawn. 1 +. 

Without a bluſh to church I'll hike, 
Wich him whe has my heart; 

While love inyites no time I'Il waſte, 
No more we'll ever part. 

And when returning with my ſwain, 
We'll trip it o er the lawn; & 

While hand in hand we range the plain, 
We'll hail the roſy dawn. 


6. Down the Burn Davy Love, 


Sung by Mrs. Hadſon, at Vauxhall. 

W Hen trees did bud and fields were green, 

And broom bloom'd fair to lee, 

When Mary was compleat fifteen, 
And love laugh d in here en; i 

Blyche Davy's blinks her heart did move, 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, : 

Gang down ihe Burn Davy Love, 


* 


4 5 


h lad, ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this Burn fide, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, FI. 
Juſt meet to be a bride, Blythe Davy, c. 
Her cheeks were roſs, red and White, * 
Her een were bonny blue; 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, | 
Her lips like dropping dew. Blythe, &. 
As fate had dealt to him a routh; : 
Straight to the Kirk he led ber, 


No more aſham'd to own her love, 5 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free, Gang, '&c« 
7. The ROSY DIMPLED BOY. . 


Sung at Mary-le-Bone Gardens. 
OME thou roſy dimpied boy, 
Source of every heart felt joy, 
Leave the bliſsful bowers a while, 


Bricons hardy, bold and fyee, - 
Own thy laws and yield to thee, 
+ Source of every heart felt joy, 
Come thou rofy dimpled boy. 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 


This is thine and Hymen's day, 


— 


Winans marry IT 
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64) | 
= 
Near yon miſty mountains, 

| Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 


Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 

Bid her for love's rites prepate, 

Let the nymphs with many a flower, 

Deck the facred nuptial bo wer, 

Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen. too be there, | 
This is thine and Hymen's day, 
Haſte to Sylvia haſte away. 

Only while we love we hve, 

Love alone can pleaſure give, 

Pomp and power and tinſel tate, 

T hole falſe pageants ot the greats 

Crowns and fceÞters, envied things, 

And the pride of Eaſtern Kings, 

Are but childiſh empty toys, 

When compar'd to love's ſweet 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 
Only while we love we live. 


8. AF avourite Scotch Song, 


j oys, 


5" Sung by Mr.. Wrighten at Vauxhall. 


mon, 
| e lee, 
winnt ha the Dominee, 
For gued he conn? be, 
But I will have my Sandy lad, 
My Sandy o'er the lee. 
For he's aye a kiffing, k iſſing, 


But Sandy o er 


us Hiſing me. 


* 


But Iwill bavę my 
My Sandy cer the meir. For he's, &c 


Iwill not have the Miniſter, 
Tor all bis god!y looks, 
Nor yet will I the lawyer have, 
Por all his willy crooks; 
Iwill not have thepiowman lad, 
_ Nor yet will I the miller, 2 
But I will ha my Sandy Lad, 
ithout one penny ſiller. 
T wilt not have the ſoldier lad 
For he gangs to the war, 
I will not dave the failor lad, 
Becauſe he ſmells of tar, 
I will not have the lord nor laird, 
For all their muckle gear, 
Sandy Lad, 


» - 


2; P 9. ANNA, 2 Favourite Iriſh Song. 


F 


HEPHER.DS I have loſt my lore, 
Pray have gon ſgen my Anna, 


: Pride of ev'r ſhady. rove, 
£ Upon ebe tanks 1 


* 
. 


| 
1 


£ If any tidings are to be had, 


For he's &c. 
I'll ſend my love a letter, 
While Lam failing on the ſea, 


| I'll drink to my love on land, 
Ot all the women in the world, 


| 


Haring got him worth the pain, 


Whether is my charmer ſou n, 


But was 


| 3 
. 
: 


[When tis over isthe lover, 


I, for her my home forſovk, 


Greenwood ſhade and fountain. 
Never ſhall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning, 
All the joys of life are o'er, 
From gladnefs chang'd to mourning. 


| Shepherds tell me whither, - -/ J. 
Ah! woe for ine, perhaps the's gone, Y Ofr d 
'{ Forever, and for ever. 15 

| 10. The Sailor's Lamentation. | 12. 

OUR ſhip lays in Coal Harbour, 4 'T: E 
And ready for to {ail, 7 | ; 
May the Gods above, preſerve my love, I Good 
And ſend me a pleaſant gale, 4. Or let 
But of all the women in the world, or 
None has my heart but ſhe, . 
She has link'd me in her charms, 
Oh! how ſhail I get free, „ 
It was down in the country, ; 
| With her I fell in love, Like! 
And it ſhe but conſtant prove, j 
| I ſfxear I will not rove; / 
But of all the women in the world, All w 
None has my heart but une ] D 
Who has link'd me ſo into her charms, ; C 
Oh! howſhalll get free, FJ lore 
Tu ſearch the world all over, 4 8 
I'll ſearch the world all round, f 


Sure my love will be found. 
born of noble blood, 
And Iof low degree, 

To hear my lamentation, 

I m fure ſhe'd pity me. 


And ſeal it wth my own hand, 


None has my heart bit ſhe, 
To hear my lamentation, 

I am ſure the will pity me. 

11. Love's a Bubble, Sung at Vauxhall. 
OV E's a bubble, (courting trouble, 
Whilſt we love and love in vain, 


( 


Is love treaſure ? Is it pleaſure, 
That can pay whole years of care ? 
the olefling worth careſſing? 
Speak ye — ns, and own ye fair. 
Kind we're pleaſing, coy we're teazing, 
Love's 2 tond, tatiguing chace, 
Smiles deceive us, hopes relieve us, 
Hearts our ſport from place to place. 
1 Cupid ſiniling, lite beguiling. 
Lempt us with the playtul toy, 
Ott denyipg, oft complying. 
'F Love's our torment and our OV. 
7 12. Glee, Sung by x Society of Citizens. 
4 'T: HER E are four reaſons why we drink, 
All orthodox, we really think; 
Good wine, our friends, the being dry, 
or leſt we ſhould be bye and bye, | 
: Or-----any other reaſon why. 


13. Another by the ſame. © - 
C9 ME let us drink, 
'Tis in vain to think, 
Lire fools on grief or ſadneſs; 
, Let our money fly, - 
And our ſorrows die, 
All worldly care is madneſs. 


More, more campaigus, 
; On Yankie plains, 
J ore budgets too will follow; 
| So we'll drink while able, 
: Nor quit the table, 
. Till twelve at noon to-morrow. 


4 14. The Ton, Sung by Mrs, Wrighten, at 
of Vauxhall, Compoſed by Mr. Hook. 
"= 17 long the rhim'ſers of the age, 
7 Thoſe ſcribbing ſons of ſtrife, 
IEare dar'd a crow quill war to wage, 
Lich dimes of higher life; 
lam the {ex's championeſs, 
And now ſtand forth alone, 
re par'd to reſcue and reureſs, 
be ladies of the Ton. 


re fair who taſte, and faſhion love, 

| [{ummon to my ſong, 

Io all the world U Il plain!y prove, 
We never can do ron 3 

20 trifling duties we ex. 1/3 

To modiſh life unknown, 

[is ſenſe and reaſon ſtill direct, 


The ladies of the Ton. 


| 
| 
| 


- 
4 
# 


uf 


* 
1 


1 
> 
, 
= 

1 


May break the necks, if not the hearts 


| Pond'ring over doen 


| Careleſs what may the 


| Then again when L peruſe, 
q 


5.) 
If glad we ſeek the midnight hour, 
Which others ſnare away, . 
Tis but to reconſider more, 

The labours of the day; 
If all the. night we paſs at whiſt, 

'Tis for rehection done, A 
In hopes our mem'ri*s to aflit, 

Aud fit us for the Ton. 
It dreading pointed ridicule, 

To huitbands we ſeem loth, _ " 
And with our lovers play the fool; 

"Tis tenderneſs for 8; &, * 
For kind to theſe the world derideas, 
And harſh to thoſe they moan, 
So pure compaſſion only guides, 

The ladies of the Ton. | 


If in our coaches beut in two, _ | 
We're tortur'd ev ry day, * 4 

It proves how much we can go-through,” 
When taſhion leads the ay; — ” | 

Then mark its pow'r, ye belles and fmarts, - 


For faſhion I have thown, 


- 


ad 
- 


Of ladies of the i on. 


15. The Crying and Laughing Song. _ 
- Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall” 
WH EN I wake with painful brow, !. = 
Fer the cock begins to'crow, © © 
Tofling, tumbling in my bed. 
Aching heart and aching head, 
$ 
Cruel bailiffs, tzyiors bills. 5 
Fluſh and Pam thrown up at loo, 
When theſe forrows ſtrike my view E 
, 1cry ie 
And to ſtop the guſhing tear, 
Wipe it with the piliowhier, | 
But when ſportivę evening comes,” * 
Routs, ridottos, halls ant drums, 
Caſinos here, feſtinos there 
Mirth and paſtime ev'ry Where, 
Seated by a ſprighily las,, 2 
Smiling with the ſmiling Mas 2» 11 
When theſe.p!eafures are my lot, 
Taylors, bailifls, all forgot, + 
I laugh | 


— 


124 


- 

: | 
$6: 
- * - 


\ u befall, EPS: 3 
Thus 1 ſhake niy des at all, 


4 
* 


; L 
Diſma' 


: 


O'er my tea the morging news, 


— * 
— — 


Difmal tales of plunder'd houſes, 
Wanton wives ind cuckold ſpouſes; 0 
When I read of money lent, 
At ſixteen and a halt per cent, 
Fer” -- 
But if e er the mufſin's gone, 
Simp' ring, ef\ters honeit Jonn, 
Sir, Miſs Lncy's at the door, 5 
Waiting in + chaife and four; 
Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, 
Switt I ſcamper'd down the ſtairs, 
And laugh - - - - 
So may this ind::!gent throng, 
Who now ſmiling grace my ſong, 
Never morè cry oh? oh! la! 
But join with me in-hi! ha! ha! 
16. A Favourite Hunting Song, 
Sung by Mes. Wrighten, at Vauxhall. 
Y OU ſportſmen draw near you ſportſ- 
Nomen too, | 
Who delight in the joys of the field, | 
"Mankind,tho' they blame are all rager as ou 
And no one the conteſt will yield ; | 
His Lordſhip, his Worſhip, his Honour, 
his Grace, | 
A hunting continually go, [chace, 
All ranks and degrees are engaged in the 
Will hark for ard, huzza ! tally ho! &c. 
The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the 
morn, 1 | 
To hunt for x mort: or deed ; 


66 


But why do 1 Admire her charms, 
She pays my tears with ſcorn; 


And leaves me here to mourn. 
Then why do her ſlights endure, 
III to yon river's ſide; 
I won't delay,” but yield my breath, 
Utito the chryſtal ride, 

Now Jenny, hid behind a buſh, 
Heard the ſwain's doletul will ; 
She wept and faid, you thall not go, 

For now I love you ſtill. 


Beheld his Jenny dear; 
Sweet maid he ſaid your pity ſaves, 


Aktho' death was ſo near. 


| She ſaid, no more my cruelty, 


Shall yield you to deſpair * 
He ſaid ne'er more V1! part with thee, 
Jenny my charming fair. 
18. The SUMMER DAY. 
» Þ H E ſun in ſplendor rides ſupreme, 
Along the azure road, | 
And darts to earth his fierceſt beam, 
From kis intenſe abode. 
The labourer plies his hardy toil, 
Throughout the ſultry day, 
And ſtirs him o'er the on ſoil, 
To make the new Mown hay. 
The birds the open'd ſpray forego, 
And ſzek he cloſe . 


The huſband get up 2: tbe ſound of the horn 
And rides to the common full ſpeed ; 
The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game 
The poet too. often lays low, | 
Who mounted on Pegaſas rides after fire, 
With hark nerds. huzza ! tally ho! &c. | 


25 17. A Favourite Scotch Song. 


Beneath a craggy hill, | 
And there pour d forth his {1d complaint, 
To trees and murm' ring rill. 
Ahl! once I was a happy ſwain, 
A happier couid not be: ; 
Ichearful fed my flocks all day, 
Aud Jenny ſmil'd on me. 
Her face is like the blooming may, 
Her well form'd neck is fair; 
Her een like ſparkling diamonds ſnone, 


ö 


LN in 2 vale young Willy ſr, 5 


ö And golden gliſts ler hair. 


\ 


- 


. —— 


The kine within the waters low, 
And crop the marſhy ſedge. 
The tra ler faints benenth the ray, 
Fierce durting o'er his head, 
And iſhes in repoſe to lay, 
Atong the graſs grown bed. 
The rover leeks the noon tide ſhade, 
Of yon embowering grove, 
And, ardznt; wooes the willing mais, 
Anil fllsher breaſt with love. 
The ſchool- buy hies him to the ſtream, 
His ſultry limbs to laye, 
And, dreading Sol's impetuous beam, 
Darts deep beneath the uwe. 


Still evening comes----when all reſtor'd, 


The grateful breezes riſe, , 


And grateful hearts in praiſe accord, 


That ſammer ſuns 2rite, 


She breaks her vows, ſhe mocks my 2rie 


When Willy turn'd, he with ſurprize, 


\ 19 LY 
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RY 
alm it 
he ho 
dat har 
Lis De 
Juſh e\ 
or deu. 

me, 

heſe 1 
et this 
acline 


19. An Invocation to the Fair Sex. 
E fair britiſh beauties the boaſt of the 


world, [ talſely curP'd, 
ai, your french faces, and heads 


eaſe, ceaſe the vain tollies you idly purſue, 
hey Il no longer exit aj diſcarded by 
you, ; 
xun dle from beauty will ſoones reclaim, 
"han a thouſand dull ſatiriſts, ſcribbling for 
tame; ' {rude caſe, 
„is itheir's to find fault, and exclaim with 
Eis your's to new-mould all the men as you 
pleate ; 
heu nobly diſtinguiſhthepow'r that's gien 


nd merit the praiſes ot earth, and of hea n. 


20. A PAST ORAL. 
Sung by Mr. VExXOS, at Vamxhall. 
| H E happy moments now are near, 

When Delia promis'd to be here 
um ſtillneſs rules, no Zep?.yrs more, 
he hour is ſoft, and calls wo love. 

Kit hark ! there's muſic ! 'tis her voice! 

lis Delia fings, ye birds rejoice; _ 
luſh every breeze, let nothing ande, 

'vr deareſt Delia fings of love. 

me, let this ſoft enchiteing ſcene, 

heſe mizy walks, tur ever green, 

et this light excluding groe, 

acline my fair to hear ot lo. 

Fupidis jealous of his power, 

, come then, this is Hyanen's hour, 

Delia does my claim approve, | 


his is the hour for joy and love. 


21, The LOVELORN SWAIN, 
HERE contending, angry billous, 
Prattle on the ocean's fie, * 
here a group of penfive willows, 
"1 Ozer-bang the murm'ring tide, 
There, beneath the pallid moon, 
Colin's ghoſt ſhall wander ſoon ; 
In the dark nocturnal ſhade, 
VWith a ſigh the tempeſt aid. 
unly ſtrive the ſwains to pleaſe me, 
Vainly ſmiles the gaudy plain; 
dan angel's felt cuuid caſe me, 
* Aue my ceaſeleſs pain; 
For the charming maid 1 love, 
ves my paſſion diſapprove; 
Still the unrelenting tait, 
Sezy, not piles my deſpair, 


* 


Ar 


* 


4 — 


ö 


1 


| 


þ. 


By the limpid, chryſtal fountan, 7.4 
Shelter'd by the waving pine, / 
Near the foot of yonder mountain, 7 


What tranſcendant joys were mine; 
Now no more this breaſt ſhall Know, 
Oug hc but plenitude of woe 2 
Nothing cin my boſom warm, 
Mukfi.'s felt bath fail'd to charm. - 
Say then, Cupid, ſhall I languiſh, 
Shall I Rill my grief ſuſtain; * 
Live in untemitting anguiſh, | 
Or ſhall Death arreſt my pain? 
Crlia's heart I ne'er can more, 
Celji's car is deat to love; | 
Drath alone cen comfort gives _ - 
All that Colin can receive. | 
22. A favourite Hulting Cantata. 
Sung by Mrs, W #4 G4TExN, at Vauxhall. 
KECITATI VR, accompanied. 
Aus! O yes! à prochawation's made, 
| Dianna ſoon the woods begins to cheer; 
Her will and pleaſure then mutt be obey d, 
Andat her call her nywphs and train be 
here. Wo i 
þ rom Sleep's downy charms, 7 
Fach a hunter muſt riſe, | 
The horn's loud alarms, 
Bids us flumber dt ſpiſe. ; 
From the Eaſt the gay murmag diſcovers her 
Zice, [the chace; 
And kounds, man, and horſes now pant for 
Nor gates, floods, or mounds, - ; 
Our ſpeed can allayz.,.. +. - 
Hark! the hollow r:{yunds, 
As we tollow our prey. © * _ 7 
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$580 and vallies we leave iu a; mement 
behind; Ihe win, 


We cheer the deep wocdhiud, =. ouſtrih 
Our bold female train, 


Like liglu'ning he fies, and as fan they 

The briik driving chace * 
Enlivens each veir, 

Gives hloom 0 each face, 

And ufperfte all pai iss 
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|» No dangers diſiaey, : 
Fear checks themin vaing 5 

S _ They ſhare in the day; S 
They lead the ge, band, v. hilg the deer is in 
vier, | ſpurſue. 
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* , May he oſt dau hor pts 


la 

| hn wake, at the call of the bark NL 
A Ballad Sung at KRAN EKIACGE. 
witlings of a witleſs age, 


Say, Have +4 yon your puny rage, 


** 


My 2 For foods nown, 
And ſuch a ſkeletan Im Gran, 
Fon by my friends Ficarceam kno 
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| or yet the ſweet — needy, 4 


| 7 On 8 3 t to guard? o cordial cau my grief appeaſe, 
4 Ye have! 2k og ut fo your toil, Not Even nutmey Mater; 2 
| From all Whoſe +iFlom deck? this iſle, y ſpirits, harts-horn.cannot rouze, 
| Contempr is your reward. My on gre me fot. repoſe; * LF, 
| From Us, whoſe weakneſs ye have rais' d, ite, 1 wormwood,. bitter Sowie 
And high on Folly 8 Kandase blaz d, , 1 An forthe Broker daughter. N 
. Take pity in return; 3 b 7 Since then no med' cine I can find, 2 
"We would not act a vengefy! part, To heal my. wouuds, or eaſe my mindg 
| Vw, * s fame no virgin heart, ** 1'1] Grive to make the fair one Kind, 
— vou hall erer burn. a . A love has tanght her; 
L e e, e, N le, 
Ape but att the man 2 5 And ſhe refuſe to be my wife, 8 
nd mende it ye may; 8 The Cao; e mant cd os 3. 5 ; 2 | 
> bis Zone id whom we fd, 4 on ag or N 
d ure, TY 5 * LAS Me 
Ea. —_—_— waiting way. | los 1 erna es N 
ns >. Derr the grou | * 
8 1 Spring, a New Seng | [ Drive the blaſts of el 1] wirter away 
Sang by Mrs. Farrel, at Ranelagh, Let the birdy ſweetly cartel, ap How's 
Al dung r een alorning ſmile round, 3 
3 7 tray; © 5 4 And fer us Wich al te. giy> 3 
d&-motning;. | Let on * und envy, e 
I "$4 IRE pe any: - VOWS 
C0 K ers . 
i ; A554 S 4. Lofteſt ger ! ee 0 175 
; „ ve i bo her > 8 ad. ßend bee 20 defiro 
. te ee 4 | As May with her magic, dan 0% 
* =" cfals, 3 b 
wen che no = ; etl ric 1 N {win 
| 3 | 2 * Se widows. reftor'd: from their 5 ning 
— Ae = — 4 4 wat hearted maids 2135 to (ove. ] 1 


yr N * rp 5-5 


2 Seo Mele 230 for ! An 
e and to flic 
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Ng Nene War lige, in febhle, f | 
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sand myxtles ah 
Its = let cach boſ part; 
When pleaſurę is gi u, andleft = 
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